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Curiosity
 Mary Tourtel

All horses very curious are

And things which they espy afar

Arouse their curiosity:

They wonder what on earth they see.

With ears pricked up and cautious mien

They come to see. When they have seen,

They snort and turn and off they scurry

In a contemptuous desperate hurry.

My pony toss’d his sprightly head,

And would have smiled, if smile he could,

To thank me for the slice of bread

He thinks so delicate and good;

His eye is very bright and wild,

He looks as if he loved me so,

Although I only am a child

And he’s a real horse, you know.

How charming it would be to rear,

And have hind legs to balance on;

Of hay and oats within the year

To leisurely devour a ton;

To stoop my head and quench my drouth

With water in a lovely pail;

To wear a snaffle in my mouth,

Fling back my ears, and slash my tail!

To gallop madly round a field,—

Who tries to catch me is a goose,

And then with dignity to yield

My stately back for rider’s use;

To feel as only horses can,

When matters take their proper course,

And no one notices the man,

While loud applauses greet the horse!

He canters fast or ambles slow,

And either is a pretty game;

His duties are but pleasures—oh,

I wish that mine were just the same!

Lessons would be another thing

If I might turn from book and scroll,

And learn to gallop round a ring,

As he did when a little foal.

It must be charming to be shod,

And beautiful beyond my praise,

When tired of rolling on the sod,

To stand upon all-fours and graze!

Alas! my dreams are weak and wild,

I must not ape my betters so;

Alas! I only am a child,

And he’s a real horse, you know.

My Pony
Author Unknown

Ride a cock-horse to Banbury-cross,

To see an old lady upon a white horse,

Rings on her fingers, and bells on her toes,

And so she makes music wherever she goes.

Ride a Cock-Horse
Author Unknown

I heard a horseman

Ride over the hill;

The moon shone clear,

The night was still;

His helm was silver,

And pale was he;

And the horse he rode

Was of ivory.

The Horseman
Walter De La Mare
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